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drawbacks. With each pitch of the boat the stern naturally
followed in an upward movement which sent me heavily
against a partition decorated with paraphernalia which felt in
the darkness like a row of large balls mounted on sticks.
Dangling at the end of the rope out on the deck, or bump-
ing into these projections while engaged in choppy conversa-
tion with the lone gunner, I weathered about three hours of
this kind of travel before daylight. As the light grew stronger
and visibility higher, a clearer eye on the troublesome objects
I had been wrestling with on the deck partition distinguished
that they were shiny metal balls about a foot in diameter,
to which long handles were attached.
"What are those things?" I shouted at the gunner when
I had maneuvered near enough to raise my* voice over the
roar of the wind and slapping spray.
"Them?" he shouted back. "Them's depth bombs, sir.
Them's the handles to heave 'm by/' Waltzing over to them
with sailor-like disregard for the rolling, shimmying motion
of the ship, he examined them—six in all, I believe, and
shouted back:
"The safety catches are all secure, sir; there's not the
slightest danger."
Well, so much for a night with high explosives. The mist-
blurred coast of Ireland was now coming into sight. The
thought of those sleepless hours of bouncing against the
bombs left me. The destroyer slackened speed. We had over-
taken a small sailing ship, and through a megaphone an of-
ficer on the bridge was demanding her business in these
waters. A short time before, a German submarine had an-
chored in a small bay not far down the coast and put ashore
Sir Roger Casement, the one-time British consular officer who
had been in Germany soliciting help for the Irish rebellion.
The British knew that the Germans had landed arms and

